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Black and Blues 


by ChainsawViolin 


Summary 


In his travels, Ed keeps an eye out for other victims of Shadaloo. For better or worse, he finds 
one 


Notes 


Had been working on this for a few weeks prior to Ed's proper release but decided to hold off 
on finishing until he was out so I could compare it to canon. Funny enough to see that Ed 
continuing his search for other victims is actually what he's canonically doing, so I guess the 
concept for this isn't as unlikely as I'd expected! 


I am a smidge worried that Ed comes off a little too soft in here, I know being brusque and 
standoffish is a lot of who he is but I'd like to think that when it comes to his fellow 
experimentation victims he's got a bit of a softer spot since they've already gone through 
enough shit. Ah well. Tbh this was mainly just an excuse to give Bosch more cuddles. 


Ed kept his head down and his bag held tightly against his hip. It was a tip Balrog had taught 
him, and though it was meant for use in a fight, he’d found it had its uses in keeping out of 
sight and making himself look unassuming. Let everything else surrounding you be more 
interesting in order to divert attention. 


Good thing about the subway, there were a lot of moving parts to catch the eye. He liked the 
sounds the trains made when they rumbled by. Somehow, he’d still managed to hold onto a 
fragment of little-kid joy that they had whenever they saw large, impressive vehicles. Once 
upon a time, the way it made the tunnel walls shake had frightened him. Now, he found it 
soothing. It helped him sleep. Calmed him down. He could really use some of that right now. 


In a moment that felt safe, he ventured a look over his shoulder. Nothing. None of those box- 
headed freaks tailing him. Hopefully that rando on the subway hadn’t tried to follow him, 
either. He’d had enough of people trying to bother him today. 


While the wave of a crowd puttered past, he casually slipped through an employee door and 
scaled the stairs on the other side. Stay calm, stay relaxed, don’t look like you don’t belong 
and nobody will assume you aren’t where you’re supposed to be. He’d gotten very good at it. 


The stairwell led to a strange echo of the platform he’d just been standing on. The same dark 
walls and vaulted ceilings, but narrower, emptier. Illuminated not by warm overhead lamps, 
but barred industrial wall lights. It didn’t need to be pretty. Most people wouldn’t even see 
them. 


Maintenance tunnels lined the subway system for miles in every direction. With practice, 
he’d managed to find one that wasn’t checked regularly by the night guards. As long as he 
was careful, it was a pretty good hiding spot. He used it to stash food and bunk out when 
there wasn’t anywhere better to sleep. Which, lately, was becoming the case more and more 
frequently. He couldn’t complain too much. It was still more homey than the lab. 


Falling back into a familiar pattern, Ed began jogging down the corridors. Enough repetition 
had etched it into his mind. Two lefts, a right, past the green pipe with the weird yellow stain, 
down the stairs, another left, second branching tunnel of four, another right. There was a little 
nook that stretched the length of a couple train cars, mainly used to house cleaning supplies. 
Ed had shoved the shelves away a long time ago. Only a couple had been bolted to the walls. 
He assumed nobody came down here often enough to bother properly drilling anything down. 
Not like there was anything of value to steal, anyway. 


He rapped his knuckles against a water pipe, allowing the person around the corner a spare 
moment of decency. 


““s me, you awake?” 
No response. He scowled, knocking a little harder. “Hey. Boxboy. You up?” 


Man, today had really done a number on his patience. He tried to quell his frustration before 
it leaked out. “Okay, fine, no privacy, then- “ 


He poked his head around the corner, and immediately spotted a familiar purple light tinging 
the walls. 


“\.-shit-” 


Ed dropped his bag on the ground and ran. There wasn’t much distance to cover, forcing him 
to skid to a stop as quickly as he’d started. The only thing to pad his knees against the 
concrete as he knelt down was a repurposed tarp. He’d laid it out smoothly in the morning, 
but now it was wrinkled and bunched and twisted from movement. 


A stray burst of energy nearly clipped his nose. When a moment of safety presented itself, he 
ducked in and tried to offer some support without either of them getting injured in the 
process. 


“C’mon, dude, talk to me.” Ed carefully slapped the man’s cheek in an attempt to get his 
focus. “How long’s it been leakin’ like this?” 


A towel put under his head a few hours before kept him from grinding the back of his skull 
against the floor and hitting it until he bled. Though not for lack of trying. With how his back 
was arched and his arms were locked, the back of his head and shoulders were the only thing 
keeping his upper half supported as he writhed in agony. A large, uneven, X-shaped scar split 
the man’s chest open, leaking dusky purple light into the dim tunnel. Every time the light 
flickered and released more hazy glow, the thrashing worsened. 


“Dammit...” The stiff limbs made for a difficult fit, but Ed still managed to half-drag the 
body into his lap. He placed his hand, fingers spread, directly at the point the two slash marks 
intersected. “Try to hold still. I know it stings. It’ll hurt less once it’s out.” 


A whimper of protest eked out between the rest of the pained gasping, but he couldn’t fight 
Ed off even if he tried. The chest wound turned even brighter as it was touched. Ed directed 
the wisping rays of energy into directed trails. A little bit of mental nudging sent them 
twisting back and flowing into his exposed skin, wrenching out a pained sound of his own. 


He coaxed the light flowing directly from the slash into himself, watching it seep into the 
skin of his palm. “That’s it...give it to me...” 


“N-nuh...” 


A hazy feeling flooded Ed’s thoughts. It was more power than he naturally had, and if he 
wasn’t getting used to this by now, it may have overwhelmed him outright. The weight in his 
lap grounded him, reminded him of where he was and what he was doing. He couldn’t risk 
half-assing the job, then they would both be at risk. The boxer just grit his teeth and pushed 
through. 


It was a slight change, but he could still hear the ragged moans soften around the edges and 
the spasms ease into twitching. Bit-by-bit, the locked muscles loosened out of the stiff arch 
and settled. Were it not for the grip still tightly holding him, the body would have slipped 
right back out onto the floor. 


“S’okay. You’re okay. I gotcha,” Ed clung on tight as the other’s eyes rolled back in his head. 
There hadn’t been a time so far where siphoning the excess power hadn’t drained him to the 
point of unconsciousness. This was how it always ended- cradling a passed-out body while 
coming down from a psycho-powered high. 


They hadn’t bumped into one another on purpose. Given all the shit going on right now, Ed 
wouldn't've dealt with this along with it unless it was absolutely necessary. And, 
unfortunately, it was. Metro City was supposed to have been a brief stopping point, but he’d 
been here much longer than he would have liked, all thanks to this poor sap right here. 


He’d picked up on the familiarly peculiar aura of psycho power nearby and trailed after it. An 
enemy? Another potential ally, victimized by Shadaloo? The answer was someplace in the 
middle. 


It was probably a good thing Ed had been the one to find him, because if it had been any 
normal person who’d wandered into his crosshairs, the resulting puddle of smashed human 
remains would have ended up on the morning headlines. The guy was completely berserk, 
lunging into a fight the second he spotted another human to battle. 


Falke had once told him that there were moments when they fought that he seemed to lose 
himself. This guy was nothing but lost. His movements were nothing short of brutal. Little 
more else than animalistic impulse. Though thankfully, it had also meant little strategy aside 
from wild swinging. Enough taunts had baited him into headbutting walls and crashing into 
fences until he was too tired to stand, all with Ed only taking a few swings in between for 
good measure. Then it was a matter of finding a space where they could both hide. 


Tracing back all the minutiae of it was a waste of time. Another poor guinea pig dragged into 
this kinda mess, though, that was his business. 


This was a new kind of problem, though. Psycho power could do all kinds of nasty shit, but 
Ed had yet to see something quite like this. He hadn’t heard back from Falke in a while, but 
as soon as she made contact, he hoped she could offer some insight. A few of the test subjects 
they’d encountered had been hostile, out of fear or otherwise, but after enough negotiating or 
just some good old-fashioned knocking some sense into them the hard way, they’d ended up 
being perfectly reasonable people- or rational enough, at least. Not here. Not with Bosch. 


With enough loops of the process, Ed was starting to think he was picking up how this 
worked. The more that psycho power built up and radiated off of him, the more berserk. 
Enough energy reduced him to violent, howling madness, lashing out at whatever was 
nearby. The energy built and built and built unstoppably. Whenever Ed absorbed some of it, it 
wasn’t long before it started leaking out of Bosch once again, gradually eroding his conscious 
thought. The more there was, the harder it was to pull out. Ed didn’t want to know what 
would happen if he left the man to his own devices, accumulating power without anything to 
Stop it. 


He bet this was the sort of crap Bison would have absolutely loved, the thought of a psycho 
power user that was a seemingly endless fountain of the stuff. Then again, maybe even he 

didn’t have enough willpower to stave off its maddening effects. Ed could only imagine the 
torture of it from the howls he’d silenced time and time again. He...he’d though that he had 


figured out a regular schedule of how often he had to take some of that power into himself, to 
keep things from getting too far, but...this was far too soon. Had he just made a mistake and 
forgotten the day? 


...Or was it getting worse? 


He found his hand drifting to his mouth. He bit down on the tip of his thumb in an attempt to 
keep himself from sucking it. 


Reason number two-million-and-six why being literally forced to grow up sucked: people 
looked at you real weird if you had the body of an adult man and the mannerisms of a child. 
Catching up psychologically was even more of a pain in the ass than trying to keep up with 
clothing size. Of course an actual full-grown adult had been given a lot more time to find 
ways of keeping calm and self-stimulating than sucking their goddamn thumb, but Ed had no 
such good luck. Balrog had tried to ease him off of it, flicking him in the back of the head 
every time he spotted him doing it again. It hadn’t quite worked. In moments of stress, he still 
found the urge coming back to him. 


A sudden jerk made the two nearly knock their heads together. Bosch murmured to himself as 
he twitched, stuck in the throes of a half-conscious nightmare. 


“Yua, don’t-...don’t...1’k at me...don’t look...” 


From what he’d been able to guess, that was the name of his little sister. Bosch had been 
tight-lipped about most of his personal business, so most of it was little snippets Ed gathered 
when the flare-ups reduced him to delirious babbles. The pain made him cry and call out for 
anyone his mind could think of- his parents, his grandparents, his coach, the entire pantheon 
of Nayshalli gods and avatars. Most often, though, he would call out for Yua, begging for her 
to stay away, to keep herself safe from the danger he could cause her. To not even look in his 
direction, lest her image of her brother be ruined by the sight of him in such a state. 


Ed wondered what it would be like to have a big brother. He had Falke. He had Baba. He 
liked to think that he still had Balrog, even after their fallout. But none of them were quite the 
same. He’d never really had anything close to a ‘conventional family,’ nothing he could 
remember, anyway. All he knew of them was what he’d seen in books and on snippets of 
television. That sort of thing didn’t bother him too much. The family he had was the one that 
he chose, brought together from bad circumstances and trying to make something softer. 
Even if it took a bit more prodding, Ed was convinced to bring this guy into the fold of his 
little messy family, too. People like them had to stick together. 


It felt much more like he was the big brother now. Older siblings were supposed to keep the 
younger ones safe, weren’t they? Make sure they were protected and cared for? Yeah. That 
sounded right. He could be the one in charge. He could look after them both for now. 


“Yua...” 
“S’okay. S’okay. She’s fine.” 


“Tt.. hurts...” 


“I know. I gotcha. I ain’t gonna let anything happen to ya.” 


If he let go too early, Bosch tended to panic and swing at anything nearby in an attempt to 
find something to keep him stable. That was another thing Ed had learned with time, to be 
patient and sit still, to not let go until he was sure the man had calmed down and fully fallen 
asleep. He was sure to move him carefully back onto the ground, lest it jar him awake again 
and put them back where they’d started. 


Now there was unexpected time to kill. Once he’d remembered to retrieve the bag and check 
its contents hadn’t fallen out or gotten damaged, it was all a matter of waiting. Ed occupied 
himself with undoing his hand wraps and replacing them with cleaner ones. He’d have to 
thank Falke again once they met up for handling most of the group’s laundry. Laundry 
sucked. The thought of how much effort something like that took hadn’t ever occurred to him 
until he was stuck doing it for himself. 


Partway through the washing, he caught movement in his peripheral vision. Bosch had jerked 
to life again. He put one arm under himself to try and push off the ground. 


“Can you sit up?” 


He looked in Ed’s direction, slightly startled until he realized it was familiar. A silent nod 
served as his reply. Ed didn’t ease his pointed gaze until Bosch was able to prove it, 
awkwardly shuffling into a seated position. 


“Good to see ya up and at ‘em again, boxboy. Had me worried for a sec.” Tucking the tail end 
of a wrapping into the folds, Ed reached for his bag and dumped it out on the floor. “I got 
some stuff from the corner store by the square. Gotta keep your energy up. You, uh, you like 
cheese?” 


Reluctantly, Bosch scooted closer, putting most of the weight on his unwrapped arm as he 
nudged himself along. Ed tore open a bag of cubes and offered it to his companion. After a 
few moments of hesitation, Bosch scooped up a palmful and began slowly eating them one at 
a time. 
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